CutBank
Volume 1
Issue 67 CutBank 67

Article 6

Spring 2007

from Enclosure
Jennifer K. Dick

Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/cutbank
Part of the Creative Writing Commons

Let us know how access to this document benefits you.
Recommended Citation
Dick, Jennifer K. (2007) "from Enclosure," CutBank: Vol. 1 : Iss. 67 , Article 6.
Available at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/cutbank/vol1/iss67/6

This Poetry is brought to you for free and open access by ScholarWorks at University of Montana. It has been
accepted for inclusion in CutBank by an authorized editor of ScholarWorks at University of Montana. For more
information, please contact scholarworks@mso.umt.edu.

Je

n n ifer

K. D

ick

fro m Enclosure

She went to sleep and grew up
and looked at her
body and said This wasjust
a reflection...
This was just
She went to sleep
Lili,
she said
Lilies and a basket
O f protection
T his call a place
she stopped
This could be she
a voice, she, a voiced
Lili?
Some recognition
Some recollection

Take

them back Pluck
a few
My,
she said,
garden
T h e gardener by a white
picket
she fenced
She was fenced
in, she said and
behind her
clover, take this
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and bouquets and baskets
Bushels counted on
old parchm ent
Things behind glass
under tape In this
museum a collection
Egyptian
artifacts, artifactual, antior artiface, she claims, signs
labor exchange
a ticker-tape-like
recollection dug
up T hey were
unearthed
In a cave
centuries
a m easured
existence
Roles, models,
m odular re-connection She
fences
the garden Pricks
her thum b
forefinger this rose
those lines
accounting for
To count for
or forward and growling
in this dark
she says, nightness,
palms to the surface
so that guard must
(Is his back turned
Is he turned back round
Is he watching
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To see, to look, to notice)
w arn her

Lili?

her voice in the
Shadows dim m ing
the lights to signal
closing
A closure
This deal
is final, he signed, she
read how
h e’d signed and sealed
each docum ent in red
wax sending them rolled
o il Rolled up
a scroll
a past
She presses her hands
to the fence
Splinters
To the glassed-in
box of words
Pages, she whispers, too,
with their too-flat ink
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from Enclosure

coasting by her
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Doesn’t notice

the grey her

lined
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